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never, never become accustomed to it; it
was a kind of numbness, a kind of death.

She put the teapot on the table. He was
drumming with his fingers, preoccupied, and
she was a silent serving-maid. Yet it was
hardly like him to ignore her ; he was gener-
ally aware of her in a perplexed, admiring
way of his own. He was worrying about
something.

" What is it, Bett ? " she said as she poured
out the tea. His eyes were blindly watching
her hand.

He woke out of his reverie and smiled.
" Why, what do you mean ? "

" What's worrying you ? "

" Am I worrying ? "

" What are you thinking about, then ? "

" Oh ... I was thinking . . . whether I
ought to go and see him."

" Why, of course you must. I thought
it was all settled. You're going this after-

noon/'

u

But ... I don't know when I shall be
able to get another week off."

" What does that matter ? You've got this
week oS, specially in order to go/'

" I didn't say definitely I was coming, in
my wire/'